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their hearts exclaim against the slightest whisper of it; they dare not
look into the fathomless abyss of Infidelity, so they cover it over with
the dense and strangely-tinted smoke of Theosophy. Schubart hence-
forth now and then employed the phrases and figures of religion ; but
its principles had made no change in his theory of human duties: it
was not food to strengthen the weakness of his spirit, but an opiate to
stay its craving.

Schubart had still farther resources: like other great men in captivity,
he set about composing the history of his life. It is true, he had no
pens or paper; but this could not deter him, A fellow-prisoner, to
whom, as he one day saw him pass by the grating of his window, be
had communicated his desire, entered eagerly into the scheme : the two
contrived to unfasten a stone in a wall that divided their apartments ;
when the prison-doors were bolted for the night, this volunteer amanu-
ensis took his place, Schubart trailed his mattress to the friendly orifice,
and there lay down, and dictated in whispers the record of his fitful
story. These memoirs have been preserved; they were published and
completed by a son of Schubart7s: we have often wished to see them,
but in vain.

By day, Schubart had liberty to speak with certain visitors. One of
these, as we have said above, was Schiller. That Schubart, in their
single interview, was pleased with the enthusiastic friendly boy, we
could have conjectured, and he has himself informed us. "Excepting
Schiller," said the veteran garreteer, in writing afterwards to Glenn,
" I scarcely know of any German youth in whom the sacred spark of
genius has mounted up within the soul like flame upon the altar of a
Deity. We are fallen into the shameful times, when women bear rule
over men ; and make the toilet a tribunal before which the most gigan-
tic minds must plead. Hence the stunted spirit of our poets ; hence the
dwarf products of their imagination; hence the frivolous witticism, the
heartless sentiment, crippled and ricketed by soups, ragouts and sweet-
meats, which you find in fashionable ballad-mongers.77

Time and hours wear out the roughest day. The world began to feel
an interest in Schubart, and to take some pity on him: his songs and
poems were collected and published; their merit and their author's
misery exhibited a shocking contrast. His Highness of Wurtemberg
at length condescended to remember that a mortal, of wants and feelings
like his own, had been forced by him to spend, in sorrow and inaction,
the third part of an ordinary lifetime; to waste, and worse than waste,
ten years of precious time; time, of which not all the dukes and princes
in the universe could give him back one instant. He commanded Schu-
to be liberated; and the rejoicing Editor (unacquitted, unjudged,